THE  SPANISH  WAR
ditch It took them half an hour to turn round and
wriggle back, and the moment one of them raised his head
a few inches or so it was to hear the crackle of the machine-
gun bullets and to see earth being raised at a dozen
different points.
We two meanwhile had entered the first villa we saw
to find an artillery mess installed. We were offered
luncheon, which we refused, but it was good to sit
round a big log fire, and the coffee which was served was
ver7 agreeable. We were shown bullet holes through the
shutters in every direction, and told that only that
morning two officers sitting at breakfast had been
wounded. Some sandbags had since been put up out-
side the window.
"Would you like some French brandy?" the battery
major asked us, and we readily accepted. "It comes from
the Halcyon road-house," he went on, and we realised
that others had been able to get there. But the major
added that it was only at night that anybody could go
there along the road, though it was possible to make a
detour by a trench in the fields
Half an hour later I met an old man who told me that
he was waiting for dusk to take the road back to his house
on Partridge Hill. "I have been very well treated," he
said; "my wife and I have our little cottage there, next to
the road-house, where I used to be second chef. We did
not want to leave We cooked the dinners for the Reds as
long as they were there." And he shrugged his shoulders,
adding. "They did not pay well, but we had to live. Now
there is nothing left for us to do, but my wife and I are
still staying there, and as soon as the fighting moves along
we will get busy again with our pots and pans, and you
won't find any better cooking in Spain."
250